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Author's Notes: 
All chat speak and lower case is deliberate. 


Written for a plaid_on_plaid challenge... 

What do you know about him (Josh) that he doesn’t know you know? 

Nick: | can't really fell you that! | don't know if he knows | know. 

(Though this happens way after that interview. | have no sense of time. And Lanegan is so my Mary Sue) 


2 AM and Nick was on the internet, a collection of empty corona bottles to the left of the computer screen, 
cheap plastic ashtray to the right. He was playing his music too loud and downloading porn, his girlfriend a 
vague presence in the background getting ready for bed. 


Nick lined up another couple of vids to be downloaded. Gotta love his DSL connection. AIM flashed up and he 
found that Troy has finally finished telling his funny story that Nick had already heard from Josh earlier on. 


Greathair64: and then he was sik all over joey's shoes!! 


Greathair64: LOLZ! 
Cigarette in his right hand, Nick patiently tapped out his reply: 
rexeverything: LOL, 


before he switched to the messenger window where he was talking to Josh. God, he hated tour stories. 
Particularly if he wasn't on that tour. Josh was insisting.. something, Nick wasn't sure what. He had lost the 
point two beers ago. Something to do with Europe. Fuck knows. Suddenly aware at how warm it was, Nick 


started to peel his shirt off, but got stuck. It had shrunk a little in the wash. By the time he had wrenched it 


off, getting cigarette ash on his trousers, he found that Josh had left him several messages. 


rugmatchescurtains: what do you think? 
rugmatchescurtains: does that change your mind dude? 
rugmatchescurtains: nick? 

rugmatchescurtains: ..? 

rugmatchescurtains: don't hate me. 
rugmatchescurtains: nick? 

rugmatchescurtains: are you getting this? 


rugmatchescurtains: :( 
Idiot. 
He was a lovable idiot though. 


rexeverything: dude, i was just taking my top off. It's hott! 
rugmatchescurtains: alright, just worried. 

rugmatchescurtains: what do you think? 

rexeverything: i think I'm too drunk for serious conversation, j-hol 
rexeverything: i'm also downloading porn so i'm a little distracted! 


Nick hurriedly minimised most of the windows when his girlfriend snuck up behind him to give him a goodnight 
kiss. "Don't be too long," she whispered in his ear, and Nick could feel when he put his arms around her that 
underneath the thin fabric of her dressing gown she was wearing the underwear he picked out. He grinned. Life 


was good. 


rugmatchescurtains: porn? 
rugmatchescurtains: are you lonely or something? 
rugmatchescurtains: i worry. 


Oh please. Josh was obviously drunk too, drunk and maudlin. Dick. He should have thought of that before he 
kicked Nick out of the band. Fucking hell. 


rexeverything: there is a difference between horny and lonely. 
rexeverything: you know that. 


Layers of meaning. Nick was referring to the time when Josh had come over to give him a copy of the new 
album. Nick stubbed his cigarette out in the ashtray irritably. Fucking dick. Who was really the lonely one when 
it came down to it? He wasn't the one who instigated it, that time. He didn't say sorry once. He didn't really 
want to touch Josh at first but Josh persuaded him to undo his pants for old-times sake. Because Josh 
missed him. Nick spat into the ashtray. He had left it two weeks before he could actually listen to the album, 
and even so he still skipped tracks 4, b and Il. 


rugmatchescurtains: ... 


Nick rolled his eyes angrily. Josh needed his ass kicked but he wasn't in the mood to actually do it himself. 
Everyone else on his buddy list had gone offline so he couldn't even bitch at anyone else. Fuck it, where had his 


good mood gone? Why the fuck did Josh still have the power to fuck him over like this? 


rugmatchescurtains: itm sorry nick. 

rexeverything: you better be. 

rugmatchescurtains: i am. 

rexeverything: i don't want to be in a bad mood, josh. 

you've already chucked me out of the band. you can't do it again! 
please change the subject. RIGHT NOW. 


Just then, that annoying creaky door sound emitted from the speakers and Nick was suddenly pinged. 


LANEGANI964: Nick 

rexeverything: hey. 

LANEGANI(64: You alright? 

rexeverything: josh is being an asshole. 
LANEGANII64: No. 

rexeverything: what do you mean no?! he fucking isl! 


A long pause. Nick caught himself drumming his fingers and refreshed his Livejournal friends page. Nothing 


new, aside from Troy telling the same fucking story all over again. Then, finally: 


LANEGANI964: Not anymore. 
rexeverything: what did you do, man? 
LANEGANI964: Sorted it. 


He wouldn't say anything more. But it was true, Lanegan had magically sorted it out somehow. Nick knew better 
than to question Mark's ways. He shrugged. 


rugmatchescurtains: okay, i'm sorry, i want what's best 


for our friendship. you're like a brother to me. 
and that's all I'll say on that matter. 


rugmatchescurtains: got any good porn? 


Nick smirked and sent a couple of good things over, and also some scat porn as payback for Josh being an ass 
and ruining the good vibe he had. It wasn't entirely ruined though, he decided, cracking open another beer and 
starting the download of yet more promising stuff. 


rexeverything: it's kinda like when we were younger and 
we'd steal your brother's porno mags! 
rugmatchescurtains: oh yeah. that was fun 
rugmatchescurtains: until he caught us. 


Nick softly laughed at that. The look on his face as he caught the two teenagers jerking off to his porno stash 
still came to mind sometimes when Nick was up to something he thought was ‘wicked’. But even better was 
the look on Josh's face. He didn't stop blushing all day. Ah, red heads. 


Sex and humiliation were always mixed up with Josh in his head. 


rugmatchescurtains: oh FUCK. 
rugmatchescurtains: did you have to send me that? 


Josh had discovered the scat porn. 


rexeverything: i thought it was your thing, joshua. 
rugmatchescurtains: fuck you man, that's sick. 


Nick laughed, louder this time. 

rexeverything: that's what you say after watching it 

five times in a row you sick fuck. 

rugmatchescurtains: whatever, dude. 

rexeverything: i bet you've got your cock out right now. 

Silence. 

Nick lit up another cigarette and idly checked his favourite webcomic ‘Sexy Losers’. Cackling at the antics of 
Kenta's Horny Mom, he flicked back to his Livejournal friends page and clicked the refresh button. He inhaled 
from the cigarette in his hand and read the top entry. Josh had updated. 

if you tell anyone i'll kill you but when i'm online and talking to nick i can't help jerking off. he does that to me. 


Nick realised he wasn't breathing and almost choked as he blew out the smoke from his lungs. Motherfucker! 


He was going to have a fucking field day with this. He clicked on ‘Leave A Comment: humming along to The 
Cramps. Nick was met with the following system message: 


Error 

You are not allowed to view this protected entry. 
Fuck. 

Meanwhile: 


rugmatchescurtains: nick? 
rugmatchescurtains: you still there? 
rugmatchescurtains: :/ 
rugmatchescurtains: ... 
rugmatchescurtains: ?? 
rugmatchescurtains: NICK 


rugmatchescurtains: :( 


Nick shrugged and smirked. There'd be other opportunities to use this new knowledge to his advantage, he was 
certain. But why rock the boat again so soon? 


rexeverything: hey 

rexeverything: mind if i stop by your house tomorrow? 
rugmatchescurtains: k bring smokes and beers. 
rexeverything: sure thing. 


Nick was still smirking when he shut down his computer and he made his way to the bedroom. Another time. 


He would fuck with Josh's head another time. 


